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Jeff € Bill 


Author's Notes: 
This is just something | came up with in about half an hour as one of about a dozen ‘before they were 


famous’ things my brain seems to love writing. 


It was a warm, bright, non-descript spring day and on a patch of scraggy grass beside the railway tracks sat 
two boys. 
They weren't much to look at, lanky, scruffy and a little stoned they looked like the kind of boys you would find 


hanging around the backend of any town, anywhere in America. 


But they knew they were different. They had skipped school, again, picked up some weed and now they were 


enjoying a few moments of peace and planning their future. 


"Trust me Bill, just another few months and then we're gone. | just wanna finish high school first," the 


brunette said, frustrated with his friends attitude. 


"Why?" His friend scowled, flicking red hair out his eyes. "If we're really going through with this it won't make 


any difference. It's just wasting time." 


"| don't know. But I've come this far, may as well finish it. | still don't know why you dropped out, you were 


good at it." 


‘It bored me," Bill replied, sighing melodramatically. "They never let you do anything interesting. And they never 


tell you things you really need to know. | can learn more in the library than | ever could there." 

"The library?" Jeff asked, surprised. "Is that where you're always sneaking off to?" 

"Yes. What's wrong with that?" his friend replied, glaring back. 

"Nothing, just surprised me was all," Jeff answered. 

The two sat in silence for a moment; Bill resting his head on his knee which showed through a hole in his jeans. 
Jeff lay in a controlled sprawl, watching his friend futilely battling the wind to keep his hair out of his face. In 
the end Bill gave in and turned around, so it would blow behind him instead. 

"You should find something to tie that up," Jeff suggested. 

"What a hair tie, like a girl?" 

"No, not a hair tie." 

"Well what then?" 

"| dunno. Something cool, something a rock star would wear." 

"Do you think itll really happen Jeff?" Bill asked his friend, shifting slightly to lie on the grass next to him. 
“Course it will. What could go wrong?" 


"We could suck," Bill replied bluntly. 


"We don't suck," Jeff took up the old argument, knowing his friend wanted reassurance. "You go ask that ass of 


a choir teacher if you suck." 
"Like he would know. He's an ass." 
"Says who?" 


"You did." 


"When?" 
"Just now." 


Jeff frowned. Must be the weed getting to him. He thought back carefully, trying to remember what they had 
been talking about. 


"Either way we don't suck. Once we get to the city and find ourselves a lead guitarist, bassist and drummer 


we're set. Cant fail." 

"Lead guitar?" Bill asked, turning to his friend. "Why can't you play lead?" 

"| don't like playing lead," Jeff answered, trying to sound casual. The truth was he didn't think he was good 
enough. His playing wasn't bad, but if the plan was going to work not bad wasn't good enough. The band would 
have to be fucking amazing if they really wanted to make it. 

"Trust me man," He continued, now seeking to reassure himself as much as Bill. "It'll be easy. We get to the 
city, get to know people, start making connections, playing gigs and before you know it some guy will be 
offering us a contract.” 


"Yeah, sell our souls to the record company and get screwed over," Bill replied sullenly. 


Jeff resisted the urge to sigh, weed was supposed to make people relaxed. It always seemed to make Bil 
depressed. 


"So maybe we don't take the first contract, we wait till some indie label gets interested, someone who won't 


screw us over." 
"Then what?" the red head asked, already knowing the answer but wanting to hear it again anyway. 


"Then," Jeff continued, warming to the story "then we bring the album out, and it's a massive hit. The whole 


world goes crazy over us. And then." 

"And then," Bill grinned, taking up the story "we come back here and do the ‘hometown show. And all those 
motherfuckers can stand in the audience, and have to watch us. We'll make them stand there looking up at two 
kids they wrote off being more successful than all of them put together." 

They both laughed at that. 


"IFI never happen you know. Not like that," Jeff said thoughtfully. 


“Course not. It's never the first album that's the hit. We'll probably go through two or three at least. But 
we'll get there eventually." 


"Eventually." Jeff agreed sleepily. 


* * * 


Suddenly Izzy Stradlin snapped his eyes open and jumped slightly at the sight of Duff barely centimetres from 


his face. 

"Hey man, you awake?" the bassist slurred, still poking the guitarist gently in the ribs. 
"| am now," Izzy replied, grabbing the offending finger. 

"Nearly time to go on dude, can you hear them?" 


He hadn't heard it before but now Duff had pointed it out Izzy caught the sounds of the crowd, the 


thunderous roar of thousands of chanting teens. 
"GUNS! AND! ROSES! GUNS! AND! ROSES!" He couldn't help grinning. 


"Come on man," Slash said, slapping him on the back as he walked past. "Don't want to miss this, the hometown 


gig and everything. Anyone seen Axl?" 


